
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



David Greenhood 



But, men, 

Even Christ could not make you listen/ 



THANKS FOR A SEASON 

My thanks to Thee are rhythmed air — 
Ring out, bell . . -. sea ! 

The meadow lark feels the swing of morning, 

Chortles a carol of coming day; 

The milkman tinkles down a stony street; 

The merchant click-a-clacks past a row of stores, 

And opens his own with a click-a-click of keys; 

A huckster's wagon, fresh with country scents, 

Wheezes along; the reveller's hack 

Whirs down the avenue toward the dark in the west 

Whence come cathedral chimes; 

At town's end the sun bends in afresh, 

Makes roadside pools iridescent with dawn; 

A new pale sweet now blows over gutter ways, 

And eastern walls of jail turn mellow pink, 

And numbed hills delight in opening poppies : 

I think this day, 

Lord, these be my prayer! 
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